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ADVENTURE # 162 — Sammy’s Dream Machine 
we find him,” said Ollie as they started off. 
A few minutes later, Rick cried, “Look, there's 


Sammy now. Hey, Sammy! Where’ve you been?” 
“Oh, hi, Rick,” called Sammy. “I forgot about 
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Ranger Rick looked around at his friends, 
Odora Skunk, Ollie Otter, and Becky Hare. 

“Where's Sammy Squirrel?” he asked. 

“I don't know,” said Becky. “He knew about 
our meeting, and he's usually right on time.” 

“Sammy's been acting strangely lately,” said 
Ollie. “Tve hardly seen him at all. It’s just not 
like him to go off by himself so much.” ` 

“Maybe he's already working on energy slo- 
gans for the Annual Contest,” said Odie. 

“Could be, Odie,” said Rick. “Between the 
contest and the play in this issue, I hope every- 
one will do a lot of thinking about energy.” 

“Why don't we use a little energy and try to 
find Sammy,” suggested Becky. 

“Good idea, Becky,” said Rick. 

“Maybe while we're looking we can begin 
thinking up some snappy slogans of our own. 
Then we can compare them with Sammy’s when 





our meeting. I've... uh... been kinda busy.” 

“Busy doing what?” asked Becky. 

“Well, it's not finished yet, but I guess I could 
show you anyway.” 

Sammy led the others into a clearing. “There!” 
he exclaimed. 

“What on earth is that?” cried Rick. 

“It's my invention,” said Sammy proudly. 

Rick walked slowly around an odd-looking 
machine. Attached to a box was a small wind- 
mill. The windmill’s blades were made from 
flattened tin cans. An old bicycle chain linked 
the windmill to a small gear wheel. On top of 
the box was a funnel made from a large pail. 

“Amazing!” said Becky. “What does it do?” 

“You've heard of peanut butter, right? Well, 
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this machine is going to make me some acorn 
butter!” explained Sammy. “Just wait until you 
taste it. It'll be yummy!” 

“But why acom butter?” asked Odie. 

“I get tired of eating plain old acorns all win- 
ter,” said Sammy. “If I make acorn butter I can 
eat all the acorn butter sandwiches I want.” 

“How does it work?” asked Ollie. 

“You put the acoms in here,” said Sammy, 
pointing to the big funnel on top of the box. 
“Then the wind tums the blades. That turns the 
wheels, which run a grinder inside. The grinder 
shells the acorns and then turns them into 
butter. The butter comes out here. And just 
like in the energy play, I’m using wind power 
to make it!” 

“Glory be!” cried Ollie, dancing a little jig, “an 
inventor to be sure! Where'd you find all that 
junk, Sammy?” 

“Over in Big Town’s dump,” said Sammy. 
“You'd be amazed at what you can find there. 
When I saw a bicycle with a good chain and 
gears, | knew I was in business.” 

“So that’s why we haven’t seen much of you 
lately,’ said Odie. 

“Yeah,” said Sammy, chuckling. “Tve been 
really busy. Say, Rick, why don't you and the 
others go ahead with your meeting. | want to 
put my machine to work.” 

“OK, Sammy,” said Rick. “Come on, gang, let's 
leave Sammy to his invention.” 

“That Sammy!” said Ollie as they walked 
along. “He's always thinking up crazy things.” 

“Well,” said Rick, “we have a little crazy think- 
ing of our own to do. Let's start right now.” 

“How about this energy slogan?” said Becky. 
“ ‘The sun is gold, as you should know. Use 
its heat and save some dough. ” 

“That’s good,” said Rick, “but it may be too 
long to write on a button.” 

“OK, now it’s my turn,” said Ollie. “How about 
a drawing of a wolf and a slogan saying, ‘Don't 
wolf down energy! ” 


“Oh, wow!” exclaimed Becky. 

“I just thought of one,” said Odie. 

But before she could tell the others, they 
heard a faint call for help. 

“It's Sammy,” yelled Ollie, taking off. Rick and 
the others quickly followed him. 

The animals soon reached the clearing where 
Sammy had been working. There they saw two 
gray, furry legs and a bushy tail sticking out of 
the funnel on Sammy’s machine. The paddles 
were turning in the wind and swatting Sammy on 
his rump. Sammy looked so funny the others 
started to laugh. 

“It’s not funny!” came a muffled voice from 
inside the funnel. “Get me out of here!” 

Rick and Becky quickly grabbed a foot and 
pulled. Suddenly, with a pop Sammy was free. 

“What happened?” asked Rick. 

“I had a whole bunch of acorns in my paws 
and I was about to put them into my invention,” 
said Sammy. “But then | slipped and fell in. 
Luckily for me I was too big to slip all the way 
in. I could have been made into squirrel butter!” 

“Look! The paddles are really turning now!” 
cried Odie. 

Sure enough, the wind was beginning to blow 
harder. Sammy's windmill was whirling away. 
They could hear the acoms being crunched. 

“Its working! It’s working!” yelled Sammy. 

“While the machine's doing its job,” said Rick, 
“we can do ours by thinking up some more 
slogans for the contest.” 

“Yeah! And the first one to come up witha 
really good one,” cried Sammy, “gets the first 
taste of my Super Special Dee-licious Acorn 
Butter!” The End 


Rangers: Why don’t you try to make up some good slogans 
about saving energy? Then you can enter this year’s contest along 
with my friends and me. 

The contest rules and entry form are on the inside of the 
white wrapper this magazine came in. If your wrapper is 
missing, we will send you a new one. Be sure to write soon to: 
Ranger Rick's Contest, Dept. RRC, National Wildlife Federation, 
1412 16th St. NW, Washington, DC 20036. RR. 
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